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well-nigh alone in the East wind ; the stars of a bitter
night shining.

A card was handed to him as he entered his hotel.

111 Mr. Wilmot, a gentleman to see you."

Sir Alexander was seated in a corner of the Lounge,
with a crush hat in his hand. He rose and came towards
Francis Wilmot, grim and square.

" I've been meaning to call on you for some time, Mr,
Wilmot."

" Yes, sir. May I offer you a cocktail, or a glass oi
sherry ? "

" No, thank you. You are aware of my engagement to
Miss Ferrar ? "

" I was, sir."

This red aggressive face, with its stiff moustache and
burning eyes, revived his hatred ; so that he no longer felt
sorry.

" You know that I very much object to your constant
visits to that young lady. In this country it is not
the part of a gentleman to pursue an engaged young
woman."

" That," said Francis Wilmot, coolly, a is for Miss
Ferrar herself to say."

MacGown's face grew even redder.

" If you hadn't been an American, I should have warned
you to keep clear a long time ago."

Francis Wilmot bowed.

" Well!    Are you going to ? "

" Permit me to decline an answer."

MacGown thrust forward his face.

" I've told you," he said. " If you trespass any more,
look out for yourself."

" Thank you ; I will," said Francis Wilmot, softly.

MacGown stood for a moment swaying slightly.    Was
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